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Funeral POEM 
| ON THE 


x Much Lamented DE A TH 


Of the Right Honoutable, and Moſt Noble Lady 


FL 1 ZABETH Counteſs of B- idgwater,f i 


Daughter to the Moſt Renown 'd, and Illuſtrious Prince [| 


JOHN Duke of M n 


AND 
PRINCE of the SacxED ErInk, Sc. | | 


This ELEGY 


Is Devoted to Her ever Pious Memory, andi m oft 
Humbly Inſcrib'd, and Dedicated to Her ever 


Mournful, and moſt Noble Siſter, 


MART Dutcheſs of — 


By Her Grace's moſt Humble, Dutiful, 
and Obedient Servant to Command. 


Foſeph Harris 


Colles * lamentis implet & urbes. 


LONDON, Printed in the Tear 1714, 
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Never was à Siſter more belov' * or mor 
the Fair * and in the SY 


Debt of Nature ragrant. e what can be 
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moſt deſerves to live, ſhould be allotted 5 ſhort a Race 
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pry, 


10 Ss than * 
ſo tender a 


of Life, as to be ſnatch d away almoſt in its a 


cl Al gh rites ol 

Nay tho human ſournings are allow d for that Lal, at 
which the Angels rejoyce; that Loſs which impoveriſbes 
our World to enrich their Heaven ; nevertheleſs, the pay- 
ment of our Fuſt Sorrow on ſuch an Occaſion, ſo ſo far from a 
Mortal Frailty, is on the contrary ſo Refind a Paſſion, that 
even tbe Immortal Deity Himſelf, pk His Aſſum. 


ption of Humanity, as the Divine Records doe aſſure us, 
was ſeen more than once in Tears. 


And now, Madam, to joyn the general Duty of PI 
kind, in endeavouring, if poſſe ble, a little to alleviate ſuch 
a Load of . and of. in one Beam of Dq, even to the 
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The Dedication. 


Grave it falf 2 This fatal ſtroke has not 60 YR robb'd hes | 

Journ d, but 7 5 bas le 2 lovely Miniatures, 

ſe beauteous Opt att fo - ede 2 

| | 1, 47 live 3 in thei⸗ hung Go 
hoe will mourn her dead. | 
Let this laft cordial Doop'pi 1 ſotne 2 to ſuch unex: 


preſſuble Grief, at leaſt wbilſt Your Grace * other melan. 
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their late cold Returns to ſuch ſhining Merits and Services, 
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Funeral POEM, &c. 
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SOME Faireſt of our Iſle, ye Grac:s come! 


= Bchold, and mourn, your dcareſt Siſtei's 


Doom! ET 

Godolphin ! Sunderland! and Mount ague / 

Names truly Great, Sacred, and Virtuous too! 
Where's now Her Godlike Father, who cawd bear. 
Still unconcern'd, the dreadful Shocks of War? 
A Loſs fo great as this, and ſo ſevere, 

Will try the Hero, and Philoſopher ! 

This Tribute, Noble Lord, too rigid Fate 

Has laid on You, nor will its Laws abate. 

As of cxalted Worth, and Excellence, 
In You there's ſtill the moſt exalted Senſe n 
So Your high Grief by ſtronger Tempeſts al... 


More ſadly mourns ſuch Excellence when loſt 
But who Thy Glory, brighteſt Saint can raiſe? 
Where Words fall ſhort, we ſicken in our Praiſc! 
We want an Homer to ſing Marlbro's Arms! 


— a 
, — — 
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— 
LE 


A Virgil to diſplay Briagwater's Charms! . 
3 1 baniſn'd 


(2) 
A baniſt'd Ovid to retire, and writs | 8 
Such Thoughts, as furniſh to.us Tears on "mY = 


A Fuvenal to laſh malicious Foes, 
And willful Follies to the World Expole!l 
But here my Muſe is ſunk in deep Diſtrek, ſt: 


And mult its Inabil it y confeſs! 

Here Great Apelles, where the Poet fails, 
Might ſtretch his Canvaſs made of Churchill's Sails; 
In living Colours, and dumb Rhetorick ſhow _ 
The Picture of Heroick Love and Woe! \ 
Ah, closd! For ever closd are thoſe bright Eycs, 
Whole Luſtre like Her Virtue, cou'd p 

For cver ſilent that melodious Tongue, 

On which the liſt ning World with Admiration hung 
In Silence ſlecps that. Voice which coud beguile 
The Pangs of Grief, and make Affliction ſmile! 
Oh! Cou'd my Fancy the bright Shade diſplay, 
I might transform and change the Night to Day. 


Death in triumphant State ſhou'd then be ſhown, | 
And Beauty blooming in Her Form alone! 

A ncedleſs Mark of Chaſte Integrity, 

Evn ſtill retain'd in thoſe pale Checks we ſee! 
Thoſe ſnowy Breaſts, ſmoother than poliſb-d Gold, 
Thoſc fair Twin- Altars of Devotion cold! 


Thoſe 


Thoſe Hands, the bleſt Supporters of the Foot, 
Nov ſtiff, to them extended are no more 1; 
The Fair, the Good, the Pious, juſt, and Great 
Bridgwater has refign'd Her mortal State 
A Beauty ſo tranſcendent and divine, 720A 01 
Her Virtues only couid Her Looks ourſkibe!: 7 
On Mercy:s:golden Leaf Her Life's ſhore Date 
Was regiſter'4 above: b. Almighty Fate. :03-bn A 
Great Souls, thoſe larger Sparks of Heav'nly Fire, 
But warm the World, and to their Orbs retire: 
Swiftly they ſoar to everlaſting Light,. 
Without remaining Guilt to clog their Flight. 
Undaunted She beheld Her Fate draw near; 
All chat She had of Marlbro cou d not fear! 
In vain his Dart the ghaſtly Tyrant threw, 
He muſt exalt Her, if he wou'd ſubdue! 
Madam, to dye, is what we dread to know; 
| Yer'nc'er can be Immortal till we do: 
'Tis a ſevere, but yet a friendly Strife, nil . ; ; 
Wherein the Victor gives the Vanquiſhd Life.” 
All Naturc's Forces ſuffer this Defeat; 
They nœer can truly triumph, till a1 re beat. 
Thrown we rebound, and by thus Falling riſe, 
pam! back the Earth, and mount our kindred Skies. 
To 


5 
1 


There the Balſamick God of Health reſides; 


C 
So this bright Soul, who was on Eatth fo High, 
Still to be higher raisd, was doom d to dye! 
The only greater Happineſs to prove, 11 
She leſt this World to live in Bliſs above! 
To Heav'n's bleſt Manſions: wing d Her cow ring 
Left Mortal Darkneſs for Immortal Light! ee 
Melodious Seraphs loud Her Praiſe 1 repeat. 
And tuneful Cherubs lead Her to Her Scat! 


And there the Fount of Pleaſure ſmoothly glides ! 
There Royal William, Denmark, Gloſter, bleſt _— 
With ſacred Joy falute Her o'er and o'er! 
There She the flaming Youth, Brave Blandford meets: 
Oh! How the Raptur'd Saint his pious Siſter greets 
Behold, ſays he, yon Dazling Throne of Grace, 
Where for my Glorious Father is reſerv'd a Place 
A Crown of Glory to reward his Care! 

All Heay'n implord, and God receiv'd the * 11 
There Kings and Prophets in Majeſtick State, 8 
Triumph o'er Envy, Faction, Pride, and Fate“ ö 
There the great Hero of the World muſt come; 


ITh' Eternal All-in-All has feal'd his Doom! 


There no ungrateful Slaves of Brityh States, 
Who cheriſh popular, and curs'd Debates; 


No Baſe, Deſtructive, Mercenary Pow rs, 
Shall there invade his. calm and happy Hours: 2 
With him the Loyal only, and the Bravc, 


Who from Deſtruction wou d their Country ſave; 
Who ſor the Liberty of Church and State, 

Still in deſpite of Malice dare be Great ! 

They only in a conſtant Tide of Reſt, 

With Him, and Us, ſhall be for ever bleſt! 
This faid, a purple Cloud vcil'd all the Shrine ; 
For whilſt on Earth, He cannot be Divine. 


A Chain of mighty Cauſes, yet obſcure, ; 
Muſt for a while the Hero here ſecure! 
Fate big with teeming Wonders, will c'er long 
Demand Bright Addiſon's Immortal Song 

In Him, or Steele, or Congreve, All Divine 4 Hen ) 
The Mighty Marlbro” ſhall with Juſtice ſhine; - 
And cach great Action fill the ſpacious Line! \ 
Oh! n N oble Thought! where wouldſt 


Retire behind th' amazing Beams o'th' Sun? 
Retire, where Guilt nor Fears may thee ſurprize; 
| But ſleep till Heav'n ſhall open wide thine Eyes. 
Forbear, my Muſe! Let all Invectives ccaſe, 
And tune thy Voice to Virtue, Praiſe, and Peace / 
. C 1 


I 
In Peace for ever let Her Aſhes lye, 


For She his leſt a Fame will never dye! 

Cou'd I with David mourn, and ſhew his Art, 
And play that Orator's Heroick Part; 

When he Saul's Fate in Battel did deplore, + 

And wiſh'd that Giles Dew might fall no more! 

Or with 7 ertullus Rhetorick debate; 

I need not then for with'd Applauſes wait! 


| But rude, uneven Numbers crowd the Way; 


And Grief prevents what Duty bids me fay ! 


But oh! When certain Death's uncertain Honr 
Exerts his kcen, his unreſiſted Pow'r : 


When we arc ſummon'd from our Cares below 
To Worlds which Mortals are too frail to know -,; 
Such Heav'nly Souls, as Your Dear Siſter own'd,” * 
Amongſt Scraphick Splendors ſit Enthron'd ! 


Whence,Crown'd with Bleſſings, from their Scats ny 


View, | | 2 
Theſe lower Regions they themſelves once knew; 
And ripe in Joys, like thoſe for You deſign'd, 
Pity the Pledges they have left behind ! 

Why ſhould You then ſuch helpleſs Grief purſue, 
And wiſh for Her on Earth, who prays in Heav'n for 
Tou! « 0% tis ans DR 


: Ceaſe 


= 7. 55 
| Ceaſe then, pright Mournets oss to com plain 


Will Life deſtroy, for all your Tears aig vain! 
Eliza! Oh, "Eliza? Gill they cry: * 

So Fair, ſo Chaſte, fo Humble, yet ſo High! 

Th' ecchoing World, Eliza, ſtill reply! b 

All Nature, Nymphs and Matrons; All a Share 
As late of Love, ſo now of Sorrow bear: 
Such Grief muſt needs have broke A Gogle eas 3 
That ſits ſo heavy, while All bear a Part. 
All bear a Part in Grief, and all ; in W 

In both my Muſe wou; d join her humble Lays; 
But ſtrives in vain to Her a Fame to give, 
Buy whom alone, tho dead, this Verſe muſt live! 
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15 Of this fair Mate of Love and Pow'r poſſeſt, 


F 


EPITAPH. 

\ A T Hoe'er ſurveys the pious Duſt lies here, 
I. privileg'd with me to drop a Tear: 

Who can this Loſs but with wet Eyes purſue ? | 


Love to true Merit makes that Tribute due. 1 2 


No happier Pair, tho a ſhort Gordian tyd, 51 
Than 4 Bridgwater Lord, and Churchill Bride ! - | 
In their bleſt Walls ſuch their united Reign; = 
Both Hands ſure ſoin d one Scepter to ſuſtain! 
Such Her Indulgence, and ſo mild Her Sway, + 
Her $ ervants thought it Pleaſure to obey / 


Her Partner Lord, Her Spouſal Prudence bleſt ! 

Thus Wiſdom greeted inoffenſrue Love, 

T he Serpent temper'd with the Gall-leſs Dove ! 
Sweetneſs and Goodneſs with ſuch Luſtre ſhone, 

In Each the blended Two made ſtill but One! 

No common Funeral Sweets can here ſuffice, 

In Her Bridgwater's Soul embaln'd [he lyes ! 

This Marble blaxons Her Sepulchral Womb; 

But Fame's Her Monument, and Heavn Her T omb ! 


